SONGS OF THE EIGHT-HOUR MOVEMENT* 


Edited by PHILIP FONER 


The movement for a shorter working day has produced a significant 
body of songs and poems. Witness, for instance, the ten-hour movement 
of the 1840s which resulted in such songs as “Song of the Ten Hour 
Workingmen" (modelled after William Lloyd Garrison's "Song of the 
Abolitionist" and sung to the tune of "Auld Lang Syne"). The same labor 
paper that published it, the Fall River Mechanic (of May 4, 1844), also 
printed (on June 8, 1844) "The Ten Hour Banner," sung to the tune of 
"The Gospel Banner," and (on September 7, 1844) "The All Day Sys¬ 
tem," sung to the tune of "Eden of Love." Another song of the ten-hour 
movement was entitled "Six to Six," and was sung to the tune of "Adam 
and Eve." It was printed as a broadside and is in the Harris Collection at 
the John Hay Library at Brown University. 

But it was the eight-hour day movement which produced the largest 
number of songs and poems. Although some unions had raised the de¬ 
mand for the eight-hour day before and during the Civil War, the cam¬ 
paign began in earnest when hostilities ended. Under the leadership of 
Ira Steward of the Machinists and Blacksmiths Union, known as the 
father of the movement, and William H. Sylvis, president of the National 
Molders' Union and later of the National Labor Union, the struggle for 
the eight-hour day made rapid headway. Congress passed a law on June 
25,1868, providing an eight-hour day for all workmen in federal employ. 
By the end of the year, six states and several cities passed eight-hour laws. 

Possibly the first eight-hour song was "The Rallying Song of the Eight- 


*This article is drawn from Philip S. Foner, American Labor Songs of the Nine¬ 
teenth Century, to be published by the University of Illinois Press. 
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Hour Leagues.” The Leagues themselves were organized by Ira Steward 
in late 1864; by 1865 hundreds were in existence. The song was not pub¬ 
lished until it appeared years later in The Carpenter of June 1889. 

RALLYING SONG OF THE EIGHT-HOUR LEAGUES 

Hail, brothers! we are coining! we will rally in our might, 

We are coming from our workshops, our phalanx to unite; 

We leave our clanking engine, we let the forge grow cold, 

While we gather round our standard and Labor’s cause uphold! 

Chorus 

Rally, brothers! rally brothers! rally while we may! 

Rally to the standard, boys, we work eight hours a day! 

The joyful hour is coming; ’tis the dawn before the day, 

When the masses quit their toiling and demand their honest sway. 

The first songs and poems of the eight-hour movement of the 1860s 
were published in Fincher's Trades’ Review, the Philadelphia labor 
weekly. This paper launched a contest in the summer of 1865 for songs 
and poems dealing with the eight-hour movement, and the first one was 
published in August 1865, though the editor admitted less than full satis¬ 
faction with it. He announced: “We insert the lines sent by our corres¬ 
pondent in the hope that they may elicit some 'Eight-hour lyrics’ worthy 
of the mighty reform which has inspired them. They are decidedly rough 
and their author must try to do better.—Ed.” Nor was he content with, 
“The Eight-Hour Law,” a poem which appeared on September 9, 1865, 
for he commented: "The above is given more in order to keep the eye of 
the reader upon the subject than for its merits. ... Try again, there is 
ample room for a creditable poem without treading on former efforts.— 
Ed.” Evidently the first product which completely satisfied him was the 
following song (published in Fincher’s Trades’ Review on September 23, 
1865): 

EIGHT-HOUR LYRICS 

Air—My Country 'tis of Thee 

Ye noble sons of toil. 

Who ne’er from work recoil, 

Take up the lay; 

Loud let the anthem’s roar 
Resumed from shore to shore, 

Till Time shall be no more. 

Eight Hours a Day. 
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Hark! hark! The cry comes on 
From where the setting sun 
Declines the day; 

O’er every hill and vale 
Is borne upon the gale, 

The glorious motto hail, 

Eight Hours a Day. 

Once more then let the sound 
O’er all the earth redound 
For e’er and aye. 

Shout, shout the noble strain, 

Until from the land and main 
Is heard the loud refrain, 

Eight Hours a Day. 

One other eight-hour song appeared, in November 18, 1865, in 
Fincher’s Trades’ Review before the weekly expired. It was reprinted in 
The Working Man’s Advocate of March 7, 1868. 


EIGHT-HOUR SONG 

Tune—Tramp, Tramp, Tramp the Boys 

Let us gather once again, 

Let us strike with might and main. 

We must overcome the proud without delay; 

Let the laboring men unite, 

For each one must have his right, 

And the law be made for work, Eight Hours a day. 

Chorus. 

Hear your leaders’ voices call you, 

Hasten quickly on your way; 

We must rally for the fight, 

Stand for justice and for right, 

Till the law for work be made 8 hours a day. 

Now the lowly must be raised, 

And the haughty made to feel 

That oppression can no longer be endured; 

If we stand as firm as steel. 

Then the foe shall surely yield. 

And the evils that we suffer will be cured. 
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Chorus. 

Forward boys and fill the ranks, 

Press the foe in front and flanks, 

We must fight until the victory is won; 

If we crush the tyrant’s might, 

We shall then emerge from night, 

Let us work until our glorious task is done. 

Chorus. 

Put each shoulder to the wheel, 

Crush the foeman neath your heel; 

Let each laboring man be steady in the fight— 
We must break the tyrant’s power, 

Now’s the glorious day and hour, 

If we strike we’ll surely win the cause of right. 

Chorus. 


The following eight-hour song originally appeared in The Miner and 
Artisan early in 1866. It was reprinted in the Boston Daily Evening 
Voice of March 22, 1866. 

EIGHT-HOUR SONG 
by C. N. Brown 

Air-—Tramp! Tramp! the Prisoner’s Hope 

We have toiled for others’ gains, and have robbed both purse and brain, 
But we know the course is neither just nor right; 

Now the people of the land for their rights have made a stand, 

And the sons of toil will prove they’re men of might. 

Chorus. 

Eight Hours, boys, proclaim the watchword, 

Hilltops echo with the sound; 

Won’t the miser yield his "tin” and the jubilee begin— 

Wealth and knowledge with the workmen shall abound. 

We have labored to defend, and we labor to extend, 

Every glorious institution of our land; 

This we do with willing heart, but we ask to share a part 
In fruits which are produced by labor’s hand. 
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While the workingman in the field has made the boasted rebel yield, 
Speculation has been stuffing out his jowls, 

But the war abroad is done and we're now commenced at home, 

And we'll show our valor shortly at the polls. 

Chorus. 

Shoddy men have made their pile, and the greasy rogue struck ile! 

Still the workman has been trudging on his way; 

But because he has been mute, judge him not to be a brute, 

For he thinks as much as other people say. 

Chorus. 

Though oppression we deplore, workingmen do not ignore, 

Eights and profits which to capital belong; 

But if wealth begins to rule, counting workingmen his mule, 

Then the more he drives the more "he won’t go ’long.” 

Chorus. 

Now ye workingmen unite, and be valiant for the right, 

Equal rights shall then prevail throughout the land; 

Here, in freedom’s happy bower, bloated wealth has lost its power, 

For the law is in the working people’s hand. 

Chorus. 

The eight-hour movement declined for a number of years after 1868. 
For one thing, the national eight-hour law proved to be defective. Wages 
of federal workers were reduced as the shorter work day was put into 
effect, and the government took the position that the eight-hour law did 
not affect contractors on government jobs. State measures also were 
emasculated by the insertion of nullifying clauses. The Illinois law, for 
example, was to be effective only where there was "no special contract to 
the contrary.” After the passage of these laws employers informed their 
employees that only those who signed contracts agreeing to work longer 
hours could retain their jobs. Finally, with the onset of the 1873 panic, 
even the eight-hour day gained by workers through strikes was swept 
away. 

Late in the depression years, however, the eight-hour movement re¬ 
vived. This time the Labor Standard, published in Paterson, New Jersey, 
by J. P. McDonnell, who had been associated with Karl Marx and the 
First International in Europe, spearheaded the drive. The first eight-hour 
song which it published appeared on April 28, 1877. 
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Eight hours a day, fellows, not a breath over it 
Put your foot down upon that with a will; 

Resolute, confident, every one go for it; 

Toiler in workshop, in office, or mill. 

Up with our banner, all cheery and hearty men; 

Motto still Equity, Justice, Fair play! 

Loyal to Honor, to Right and the Party, men, 

Shout our great battle cry, EIGHT HOURS A DAY! 


Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, fellows, 
Justice, fair play, fellows. 
Never say nay, fellows. 
Eight hours a day! 


Not with the bullet and carnage of shot and shell 
Seek we with bloodshed to bolster our cause; 

Come we with ballots, alone for each vote to tell 
Just legislators, to alter our laws, 

Up with our banner, then, cheery and hearty, men! 

Motto still Equity, Justice, Fair play; 

Loyal to Honor, to Right and the Party, men. 

Shout our great battle cry, EIGHT HOURS A DAY! 


Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, fellows, 
Justice, fair play, fellows, 
Never say nay, fellows. 
Eight hours a day! 


Shoulder to shoulder, all firmly united men; 

Union with Union cemented as one; 
Welded in honor till labor be righted, men, 
Onward, still on, till the battle be won. 

Up with our banner, all cheery and hearty, men; 

Motto still Equity, Justice, Fair play; 

Loyal to honor, to right and the party, men, 
Shout our great battle cry, Eight hours a day! 
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Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, fellows, 

Justice, fair play, fellows, 

Never say nay, fellows, 

Eight hours a day! 

On May 19, 1878, and June 16, 1878, the Labor Standard published 
the following two eight-hour songs. (The second was also printed as a 
broadside, a copy of which is in the Harris Collection at the John Hay Li¬ 
brary.) 


A SONG OF EIGHT HOURS 

by E. R. Place of Mass. 

Tune: Marching through Georgia 

Lo, a vision of dismay, a lurid glimpse of doom, 

Bursts from out the shadow of a world-enshrouding gloom; 
Murmurs of the soul are heard as from a sounding tomb. 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! eight hours! shall bring the jubilee; 

Eight hours! eight hours shall set the people free; 

Less for daily drudging counts the more for you and me. 
Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Through the Ages hath the soul made haughty rulers quake; 
Evermore at last the soul some rightful claim doth take; 
Evermore the fight will on, and wrong’s dominion shake. 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

What disturbs the tyrant’s rest, and smites his heart with fear? 

’Tis the rising, rousing shout, "We’ll seize the boon that’s near; 
Shorter hours of wearing toil! Toll out with lofty cheer,” 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Bands of gold by Mammon welded hold oppression’s power; 

Time it has to plot new ways to rob the people’s dower; 

Well enough it knows the pith and value of an hour. 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 
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Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

See the scribblers trim and lie; the slaves of slaves are they, 
Selling, as base Judas did the truthful Christ for pay. 

Happy were the people would they go Iscariot’s way. 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Are we still an ignorant crowd, or still the placeman’s tools, 
Spite of all the church’s grace and boasted Common Schools? 

Know we of a famous charm shall wise men make of fools, 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Shoulder against shoulder, brothers, union each with all. 

Union of all hearts and hands, our armor and our wall; 
Backward reels the servile host that potent gold may call. 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Better than your "statesman’s” wit, the common sense of things;— 
Stir the soil, Oxhusbandman, or naught the harvest brings; 

Stir the mind with quick’ning though, and, lo, all nature sings. 
Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Stronger leaps the toiler’s pulse, a light is in the eye, 

While he hears the watchman call the morn of Freedom nigh; 
Hope revives, the soul awakes, and greets the bright’ning sky. 
Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! &c. 

Simple, as all truest things, the mandate of the hour: 

Plenty, and a home for all —the watchword and 

Now behold the haughty front of old oppression cower, 

Ring through the world the grand chorus! 

Chorus. 

Eight hours! See. 
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JAMES BROWN 
by E. R. Place 

Tune: "John Brown's Body” 

James Brown’s body toils along the rocky road, 

James Brown’s body bends beneath a crushing load, 
James Brown’s body feels the point of hunger’s goad, 
His soul cries out for help. 


Refrain. 

Come, O bearer of Glad Tidings, 

Bringing joy from out her hidings, 

Come, O bearer of Glad Tidings, 

O come, O come, Eight Hours! 

James Brown’s wife is worn and pale with many cares, 

James Brown’s wife so weak can scarce get up the stairs, 

James Brown’s wife is dying ’neath the load she bears, 

Her soul cries out for help. 

Refrain. 

James Brown’s children go a-shivering in the cold, 

James Brown’s children young, with work are growing old, 
James Brown’s lambs are torn by wolves outside the fold, 
O, save, O, save, the lambs! 

Refrain. 

James Brown feels oppression’s iron within his breast, 

James Brown broods and ponders, he is not at rest. 

James Brown swears he will with wrong and power contest, 
His own right arm shall help. 

Refrain. 

James Brown may sometime become a desp’rate man, 

James Brown may sometime go join the tramper’s clan, 
James Brown then may say, ’Til do the worst I can.” 

O, blame not him alone. 

Refrain. 

James Brown hears the call, his soul is up in arms, 

James Brown grasps the shield, his soul with ardor warms, 
James Brown marches forth to fight the thickening harms, 
Now dauntless, strong and free. 

Refrain. 
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The most popular of all the eight-hour songs was published in the 
Labor Standard of July 21, 1878. Indeed, it may well have been the most 
popular song before the appearance of "Solidarity Forever.” Originally 
appearing as a poem by I. G. Blanchard in The Workingman’s Advocate 
of August 18, 1866, it was scored by Rev. Jesse H. Jones, published 
in the Labor Standard with the music, and quickly became the official 
song of the eight-hour movement, which culminated in the great demon¬ 
strations on May 1, 1886. 


EIGHT HOURS 

Words by I. G. Blanchard Music by Rev. Jesse H. Jones 

We mean to make things over, we are tired of toil for naught, 

With bare enough to live upon, and never an hour for thought; 

We want to feel the sunshine, and we want to smell the flowers, 

We are sure that God has will’d it, and we mean to have eight hours. 
We’re summoning our forces from the shipyard, shop and mill, 


Chorus. 

Eight hours for work, eight hours for rest, eight hours for what we will! 
Eight hours for work, eight hours for rest, eight hours for what we will! 

The beasts that graze the hillside, and the birds that wander free, 

In this life that God has meted have a better lot than we. 

Oh! Hands and hearts are weary, and homes are heavy with dole; 

If our life’s to be filled with drudgery, what need of a human soul! 

Shout, shout the lusty rally from shipyards, shop and mill, 


Chorus. 

The voice of God within us is calling us to stand 
Erect as is becoming to the work of his right hand, 

Should he, to whom the Maker his glorious image gave. 

The meanest of his creatures crouch, a bread and butter slave! 
Let the shout ring down the valleys and echo from every hill, 


Chorus. 

Ye deem they’re feeble voices that are raised in Labor’s cause? 
But bethink ye of the torrent, and the wild tornado’s laws! 

We say not Toil’s uprising in terror’s shape will come, 

Yet the world were wise to listen to the monitory hum, 

Soon, soon the deep toned rally shall all the nations thrill. 
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Chorus. 

From factories and workshops, in long and weary lines, 

From the sweltering forges, and from out the sunless mines, 

Wherever toil is wasting the force of life to live. 

There the bent and battered armies come to claim what God doth give, 
And the blacon on their banner doth with hope the nations fill, 


Chorus. 

Hurrah, hurrah, for Labor! for it shall arise in might; 

It has filled the world with plenty, it shall fill the world with light! 
Hurrah, hurrah, for Labor! it is mustering all its powers, 

And shall march along to victory with the banner of Eight Hours! 
Shout, shout the echoing rally till all the welkin thrill, 


Chorus. 

Two other eight-hour songs appeared in the 1880s. The first was pub¬ 
lished in Detroit’s Labor Leaf on January 20, 1886, and the second in 
The Carpenter of March 1886. By this time hundreds of thousands of 
workers were joining together to carry out the resolution — adopted by 
the Federation of Organized Trades and Labor Unions of the United 
States and Canada (predecessor of the American Federation of Labor) 
at its 1884 convention — . that eight hours shall constitute a legal 

day’s labor from and after May 1, 1886, and that we recommend to labor 
organizations throughout this district that they so direct their laws as to 
conform to the resolution by the time named.” 


EIGHT HOURS THE WORK DAY 
by Karl Revere 

(Remodeled from an old song) 

Look to Union only, 

Brother in the fight; 

When the trouble thickens 
Keep thy spirits bright; 

Though thy foes be many, 

Though thy strength be small. 
Look to Union only— 

She shall conquer all. 
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Look to Union only, 

Mid the toil and fray, 

Soon will come more leisure 
With eight hours work a day, 
Overwork has dangers, 

All thy woes it bore; 

Look to Union only— 

Trust her evermore! 

When amid the music 
Of the victory's feast, 

All will sing her praises, 

Thine shall not be least; 

Look to Union only 

When by wrong oppressed; 
Brothers who have suffered, 

Come to her and rest. 

AN EIGHT HOUR SONG 

Air —"Hold the Fort” 

Ho! my brothers! see the danger, 
Gathering fast and dread; 

Mammon's legions are preparing. 
Stealthily they tread. 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, for they are coming. 
Up our breast-work throw; 

Rally for EIGHT HOURS, Oh, brothers; 
Hurl we back the foe! 

Rise! Oh, people! chains are forging! 

Power and pride conspire; 

Children slayers, home despoilers, 

Crime promoters dire. 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, etc. 

Who are plotters? Who are traitors,— 
Foes of God and Man?— 

They who grind and plunder labor, 
Grasping all they can. 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, etc. 
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Creep they onward, undermining 
Freedom’s proudest tower, 

Stealing from the people ever, 

Sapping hope and power. 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, etc. 

Bolder still grows Mammon’s challenge, 

Baser grows his arts; 

For he sees the people rising, 

Courage in their hearts. 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, the battle’s coming. 

Freedom calls out, "Oh, my children, 

Help me, or I fall.” 

Shout we back the lofty answer: 

All join —"March we at thy call!” 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, the battle’s coming. 

Shall the people live or perish? 

We the answer give; 

Ho, my brothers, lift your voices; 

All join —"Live the people—live!” 

Chorus. 

Hold your ground, the battle’s coming. 

The Haymarket Affair and the general employers’ counter-offensive 
following May 1, 1886, halted but did not end the struggle for the eight- 
hour day. At its 1888 convention, the A. F. of L. decided that all efforts 
of organized labor should be directed toward the implementation of the 
eight-hour day on May 1, 1890. In March 1890, after polling all of the 
affiliated unions as to whether they wished to be chosen to make the 
demand for the eight-hour day on May 1, 1890, the A. F. of L. Executive 
Council selected the United Brotherhood of Carpenters and Joiners to 
lead the way, to be followed by the United Mine Workers whenever the 
union’s executive board should assent. Scheduled to act on May 1, 1890, 
they decided that conditions did not warrant such plans and called them 
off. But the Carpenters and Joiners took a vanguard role in 1890 and 
reported that the eight-hour day had been won for 46,197 workers in 137 
cities and nearly 30,000 had reduced their work hours from ten to nine. 


Copyright ©2001 All Rights Reserved 



584 


LABOR HISTORY 


Two of the songs featured during the 1890 movement follow: The first 
was published in The Carpenter of April, 1890, and the second in the 
same journal on July 15,1890. 

THE EIGHT-HOUR DAY 
A Campaign Song 

by T. C. Walsh, Local 63, New York 

A glorious dawn o'er the land is breaking, 

And from the sleep of serfdom waking; 

See the sons of toil arise. 

Hearken to the song they’re singing, 

Through the welkin gladly winging, 

Joy unto the weary bringing, 

On, still on, it flies. 

"Let scabs and cowards 
Do what they may. 

Eight hours, eight hours, 

Shall be our day." 

Aloft our banner courts the sky. 

The glorious day of freedom's nigh, 

From toiling long and late; 

"Eight hours" shall be our working day, 

"Eight hours" to sleep fatigue away, 

"Eight hours" to seek in wisdom's ray, 

Improvement of our state. 

"Let scabs and cowards 
Do what they may, 

Eight hours, eight hours, 

Shall be our day." 

Accursed be him who leaves us now, 

Let slavery's brand be on his brow; 

Let honest men him shun, 

Let the viper crawl and creep 
Within himself a hell fire deep 
His conscionce be, may he ever reap 
Of evils many a one. 

"Let scabs and cowards 
Do what they may, 

Eight hours, eight hours, 

Shall be our day." 
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THE TOILER'S NATIONAL ANTHEM 

"Eight Hours A Working Day” 

Composed by M. J. Heany 

To be sung to the music of 'Tramp, tramp, tramp, the boys are marching." 

Toiling brothers, why contend 

Till our youthful days are spent 

And the vigor of young manhood pass away 

We, the stalwart sons of trade 

From our course will not be swayed 

Till eight hours constitute a working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day sing we loudly. 

Eight hours a day for toilers all, 

Whether in the mills or mines 

Or wherever trades combine 

For eight hours a day we'll stand or fall. 

We are no braggart mob 
Organized to kill and rob. 

But honest toilers working for our pay, 

Arrayed in all our might 

To protect our sacred right 

And make eight hours a lawful working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 

The bosses are unwise 
If trade unions they despise 
For unity will ever hold the sway 
What are they but a few 
When compared with millions true, 

Who will make eight hours a lawful working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 

Old slavery days are gone 

Better times are marching on 

And the toilers are already in the fray. 

We scorn to retreat 

Till the bosses we defeat 

And make eight hours a lawful working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 
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We’ll have eight hours to rest, 

Oh! how long we’ve been oppressed 

We’ll have eight hours to work and eight to play, 

We’ll have eight dollars, too. 

Every cent before we’re through 

When eight hours constitute a working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 

When election day comes on, 

Act with wisdom every one, 

In bold defiant language proudly say, 

I will vote for men that’re true 
Who will labor’s cause pursue 
Till eight hours constitute a working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 

When toilers all unite 
And aid with all our might 
Labor’s cause without delay. 

To succeed we’re fully bent, 

And we’ll never rest content 

Till eight hours constitute a working day. 

Chorus. 

Eight hours a day, etc. 

After 1891, the eight-hour movement was left by the A. F. of L. to the 
individual unions themselves. Federation President Samuel Gompers 
proposed in 1895 that the Federation select another union to strike for 
the eight-hour day on May 1, 1896, but nothing came of this proposal. 
The American Federationist, however, published the following song in 
its July 1896 issue: 


HIP! HIP! FOR EIGHT HOURS 

By Edward O’Donnell 

(Written for the American Federationist) 

What tramp is that shaking our land in its sphere, 
From the vain Massachusetts to ’Frisco’s far plain; 
And the lords of industry, why pause they in fear 
While straining each neck to the swelling refrain? 
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Chorus. 

As fierce as the tempest, as fixed as the pole, 

Despising obstruction and mocking earth’s powers 
The Toilers, oppressed long in body and soul, 

In thunder tones take up the cry for eight hours. 

No vandals or pirates are we, by our troth! 

But the ploughers of oceans, the builders of lands, 

Whose limbs become weary, whose hearts teem with wrath, 
Through the unequal contest which science demands. 

Improvement and progress belongs to the whole, 

Their blessings are curses when claimed by a few, 

For the workers grow lean on starvation’s grim dole, 

And manhood is dead once you force it to sue. 

We’ve labored in silence, dear knows, long enough, 

While want ’round our homes threw a chill, painful air, 

And at times we checked protest—content with the rough_ 

’Till greed, drunk with power, bade us die in despair. 

The ring of the anvil should cease to vibrate, 

The ploughshare permitted to rust in the soil, 

Until man wins from science a share in his fate— 

More leisure, less hours in the o’er straining toil. 

Chorus. 

As fierce as the tempest, as fixed as the pole, 

Despising obstruction and mocking earth’s powers 
The toilers, oppressed long in body and soul, 

United, re-echo the cry for eight hours. 

On May 1, 1898, the United Mine Workers launched its drive for the 
eight-hour day and the United Mine Workers’ Journal of April 21, 1898, 
published what was probably the last of the eight-hour songs. 

HAIL TO THE EIGHT-HOUR DAY 
by Scott, Welliston, Ohio 
Air—The Lea Rig 

Ye miner lads, come gather round, 

And listen to my roundelay; 

Ye lads who labor underground, 

Where never shines the light of day, 

We fought and won a gallant fight, 

Threw our enslaving chains away; 

United labor’s peerless might, 

Brought shorter hours and longer day. 
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Chorus. 

Then make the welkin loud resound, 
Triumphant came we from the fray; 
Unfurl our flag, let mirth abound, 
And joyfully hail the eight-hour day. 

From Eastern hill to Western plain, 

United labor’s signal ran. 

From sunny South to northern Maine, 

Came forth the brotherhood of man. 

Mark well the patriotic tide. 

Can nobler, braver hearts be found 

Than those who crushed the tyrant’s pride— 
The lads who labor underground? 

Chorus. 

Ye labor friends from every craft, 

Who helped the miners’ cause along, 

With grateful hearts we fondly waft 
Returning thanks in simple song. 

Oh, soon may reason’s sway enfold 
The homes of labor far and near; 

For right we fought and will uphold 
Our rights with every coming year. 

Chorus. 

No Eolian harp on Grecian isle, 

Awoke of old such grand refrain; 

In bygone age no minstrel wile 

Attuned the lyre to sweeter strain. 

From mountain peak to sheltered vale, 

Let maid and miner lad be gay, 

Proclaim with joy o'er hill and dale, 

United labor gained the day. 

Chorus. 
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